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Summer Haze 


Author's Notes: 
Written for the first kiss meme that | did on my LiveJournal. Hope you enjoy it! 


Stolen beer behind Billy's dad's shed, cigarettes clutched in unknowing fingers, bright smiles, brittle eyes. 
Around them, the summer air is hot and oppressive, heavy with the promise of rain later on. It seems like 
every breath they suck in is weighted. It feels like their arms are swimming through a soup of promise and 
disappointment, of dead-end futures and wasted dreams. Their bones hurt with growing. Their eyes glitter with 
the knowledge of coming adulthood. 


They are fourteen 
Billy throws a can and watches it clatter down an incline. It'll lay there for months, rusting and cracking, getting 
dirtier and dirtier. He might come watch it every once in a while. There's always been something attractive to 


him about things falling apart. 


Jeff sucks in a slow drag of his cigarette. The tobacco burns his throat and aches in his lungs, but he 


breathes it out with a practiced sigh. Billy doesn't know but he practices at his own house. The thought of 
looking like a stupid kid in front of his best friend nags in the back of his mind. 


He wonders if they'll be staying out all night, and if it might not be a good idea to pick up and move before 
Billy's dad gets home from work. They don't wanna get caught by him drinking and smoking. Jeff has seen the 
marks on Billy's arms and although he doesn't say anything, he thinks to himself every night that if he ever 
witnesses it, he'll pick up a screwdriver or something and stab Billy's dad right through the neck, kill the fucker 
dead. The thought burns in his chest like the sun. 


He turns his head to whisper to Billy, soft and secret, and finds himself face to face with his friend. Big green 
eyes, copper red hair, a face that's already starting to fill out into perfect proportions. Jeff is wistfully jealous 
of Billy's good looks. His own mother says that he just looks like a gypsy, dark and lean and restless, and she 
doesn't say it in a kind way. 


They're inches apart, lips parted to speak, and Billy starts to back away, chin cocking back, when Jeffs mouth 
touches his. He freezes. They both do. There's a startling awareness of sweat and skin and the hardness of 
teeth beneath soft lips, and then Jeff's tongue slips out, teases at Billy's mouth, and it opens. 


He tastes like beer and cigarettes and sweat, nothing special, nothing earth-shattering. Jeff never bought into 
the movies and shows and books that tell you that your first kiss is going to be a life altering experience. He's 


smarter than that. He's also smart enough to realize that he'll never forget this for as long as he lives. 
They part awkwardly, Billy's cheeks flushed red in embarrassment. He stands up, awkwardly graceful, and hooks 
the remaining beer up by the plastic rings. "We oughta go." And he waits a minute, to make sure that Jeff is 


going to follow, because as uncomfortable as the gleam in Jeff's eyes makes him, it's not worth being alone. 


They walk down the incline together, skinny shoulders and long legs, and disappear into the summer haze. 


